"MARSE HENRY""

splendor of the Second Empire; the shoddy Duke
with his shady retinue, in gilded coach-and-four;
the world-famous courtesan, .bedizened with costly
jewels and quite as well known as the Empress; the
favorites of the Tuileries, the Comedie Fran9aise,
the Opera, the Jar din Mabille, forming an unceas-
ing and dazzling line of many-sided frivolity from
the Port de Ville to the Port St. Cloud, circling
round La Bagatelle and ranging about the Cafe
Cascade, a human tiara of diamonds, a moving bou-
quet of laces and rubies, of silks and satins and
emeralds and sapphires. Those were the days when
the J)uc de Morny, half if not full brother of the
Emperor, ruled as king of the Bourse, and Cora
Pearl, a clever and not at all good-looking Irish
girl gone wrong, reigned as Queen of the Demi-
monde.

All this went by the board years ago. Every-
where, more or less, electricity has obliterated dis-
tinctions of rank and wealth. It has circumvented
lovers and annihilated romance. The Republic
ousted the bogus nobility. The subways and the
tram cars connect the Bois de Boulogne and the
Bois de Vincennes so closely that the poorest may
make himself at home in either or both.
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